THE TRIANONS

The room had filled with members of the staff.
"It's really most unfortunate that he should have died here/' thought
the manager.

Meanwhile he was giving orders for secrecy so that the other guests
might not be alarmed.

It took four men to carry the dramatist's body from the table to
the bed.

Lartois's fingers could still feel the weight., the very shape of the
heavy head he had raised, the brain that had contained, created and
constructed a half-imaginary world, the great forehead beneath the
short, white hair that had sheltered the most ruthless observation of
the men of its time, and the most pitiless analysis of itself.

A woman's voice, naive and a little drawling, said: "Hullo, what's
going on?"

Lartois raised his eyes and saw among the faces of the staff a tall,
rather beautiful girl with thick brown hair.

"Is your name Lucienne?" he asked. "He won't need you any
more."

Even after decades and decades of seeing people die in the course of
his profession, he still did not understand. He did not understand the alli-
ance between the highest forms of activity and the lowest forms of
obsession, and why they continued till the ultimate moment. But in
any case why make these judgments of "highest" and "lowest?" They
had no more significance than a label saying "this side up" on a box
of china. They were merely an empirical precaution for transporting
through life a fragile cargo that, in any case, must be broken in the
end.

That Wilner, the greatest hypochondriac of his time, should have died
so suddenly, left Lartois perplexed.

"It looks like a symbol, but an inexplicable symbol. It's this utter
ignorance that preserves for one an allusion of being young. It's because
* we're as ill-equipped and as avid for understanding as we were in our
adolescence that we continue to delude ourselves. To be old is to see
the people we love dying one by one around us. And we have nothing
else to do, while we wait to rejoin them, but ask ourselves the questions
they have failed to answer, and that we shall fail to answer too."

Life in the rest of the hotel went on. The little red light-signals on
the telephone exchange went on and off like ideas in a brain. The bar-
men shook their mixtures in the silver cocktail-shakers. The cooks were
preparing food for dinner.

Meanwhile, preceded by squadrons of the guard and white-gloved
motor-cyclists, the re-elected President, saluting the crowd from the
back of his open car, was returning to the capital. And the whole
procession of ambition, intrigue, passion, hatred and vanity followed
him between the ranks of the applauding populace.
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